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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 


Born in 1924 in villag : Nagabali of Cuttack district, 
Gi: cup: asad Non took his M. A. in n English: ‘from Pamnd 


turcr. Fe was for sometimz a a Major | in N. C. C. administ-' 
ration. a D puty Dirctor of Public Instruction. and’ 
rutired in 1982 as the Principal of B. J. B. College, 
Bhubanevswar. Affcctionatcly known as ‘Major GP’ in 
Orissa s literary circies, he has the unique distinction of 
being a major force in post- Independence Oriya poetry, by 
publishing 1 ss than thirty po::ms in two collections, Nuwta:r 
Kavita (1953) and Samirdra Snana (1970), the, lattcr 
collection w’nning the central Sahitya Akadzmi award. : 


Although branded by Dr. Mansinha as ‘the leader of 
‘pseudo little Ezra Pounds and pseudo little Eliots’ (ffistory 
of Oriya Literature, Sahitya Akademi, New Diilhi. -1952: 
p. 258), th: real importance of Guruprasad lies in 
(i) intensifying and deep ning the modern sensibility 
ushered in by ‘the later poetry of Sochi Rautray (for whom 
he is full of praise and against whose carly: romanticism 
he has also reacted : mark. for instance, the tone of amuscd 
irony directed at Rautray in such .poems. as “Alaka 
Sanyal’ and ‘Ths Dow:-Coup!e’’) and (i) in fashioning, 
out of the spoken idiom of the day, a very powerful and 
haunting rhythm, Some critics liké Surendra Mohanty 
might have called his long peom Ka 'a purusha ‘imitative’ 
and ‘derivative’ (O "a Sahitya'a Kr.amavikash Agraduta, 
Cut ack, 19/8, p. 415-6). but it remains a signal achicve- 
mont in as much as in it, Guruprasad’ explores Eliot- like 
in form and method. the post- War Orissan mili wa with a?l 
its sense of d-cadence, emptiness and futility. 

When we int rviewed Guruprasad in 1979 for Mu'ya- 
jan Sarat Babu and I were assured that’ on” retirement he 
would complete some of his ‘half-baked poems’. Now that 
he has retired and leads a ‘quiet life in‘ hisnewly butt 
house un p'ot No. 1293 (part) in Nuapalli, Bhubaneswar, 
might we remind him of his promise ? —P. K. JAGADERB. 
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ALAKA SANYAL 


When it was that Sochi Babu met you 

I don’t know, Alaka Sanyal. 

The sky then wore-the skin of a deer or a tiger 
with stripes of gold, cr maybe, 

there was the flame of the rounded, yellow moon. 


Today I see, you button up your blouse and you wash 

the tea-stain off your underwear with hot water, 

and you talk, your head bent on the other side of the table. 
Then you rise and slowly sit on the chair nearby. 

The midday dust blows, “khaki and field-grey dust.’ 

The cigarette smoke sits thick on thin paper-fiowers. 

The cawing of crows and bats mingie, and coal -smocke 
winds its mustache and the rickshaw-puller forgets his way 
I can see, you slowly loosen the strap of your shoes. 

You lie down on the bed, your locks and sari dishevei'cd. 
Then you rise slowly and arrange your sari and blouse 

And 1 again see you in the meeting in town hall. 


- Long, long ago when Sochi Babu rescued you, I’m told, 
from a cherub named Chitaratha, you gave out shouts of 
victory. 
India’s freedom, maybe, gave you a second release 
this time from a Nuakhali Muslim bustee. 
Midday gets exhausted, the evening comes from the 
railway bridge, 
The smoke is no more seen from the coal-fed hearths, 
C rows and bats are silent and the cigarette smoke 
thicknes still more on the photos of Nargis and Netaji, 
and the moon appears once again in the sky 
biting its round lower-lip in anger. 
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Today I hear your stormy speech 

I see, your body suddenly turns into mud. 
Whatever is left of you in the torn scraps of letters 
is collected by the wind from along the road. 


In broken Nuakhali or towards Calcutta or Dclhi 


The cawing of crows and bats, so many goings and 
comings... 


In the lanes and bylanes, roads and squarcs of Cuttack 


The labour-pain of the night, and the sick birth of the 
morning... 


Amid all this again. you fall in love and get pregnant. 

I have seen cinema handbills on your body. 

When the wind picks you up slowly from the sand 

I dream of you in the hcaven of my loose. shirts and trousers. 


{ “Alaka Sanyal”’, Nutan Kav'ta 
Translation : Prafulla Jagadcb 
and S. K. Sarangi | ° 


THE DOVE-COUPLE 


“So many stars of this night revive in me 

memories of yours, as also those of ancient ages. 
With you beside me I think all on a sudden 

If only 1 could sow memories in this sand...... 

This night scatters the dreams, the ages and the stars 
And under your eye-lashes mingle 

the horizon, Radhanath Ray and Sachi Rautara...” 
She said : “In thc sky-blue of this silk sari of mine 
stars and Sochi Routara drop from the sky.” 


“This darkness rolls itsclf into coils without a dispute and 
sinks into a. quict slep. 
The quietude of Chaitrza moves through lanes and roads 
in cabs and rickshaws. 
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Soaps, perfumed hair oil packs, gierakhu and Hyder bidis 
PST p 0 3 
glcam in electric lights, and push the crowds along this road 


wearing Gandhi caps and ‘borrowing, dreams from chaitra 
and from you ! | 


She said : You re a naugnty boy, very naughty; 
and you know how to talk well and strip me 
of Economics. politics and sccialism, like a thief 


“This night obliterates all limits of gentility, goodness; 
and Gandhism, and all limits of Sccialism end ‘love. 
Blood becomes water, but eyes get enveloped 

with the-flowery, lonely bluc of this night. 

I hear faint footsteps—hundreds of thems, 

they search for water and soil in the dark of this sand. 
Still in this waste land, in my eyes gleam 

blue silk saris and this lenzly blue of yours.” 


She said ¢ “You say you love. me, do you really love me so 
much ? I | 
Do you really forget, with me beside you, 


this cynicism of yours and love-poems like Dhupz and 
Hema Puspa 2?” 


I said : ‘Miss Everlasting you are, Miss Dass. Miss Rey, 

Miss All jin the creams of the entire universe. 

To day therefore amid the-quarrcl of the sky and this sand 

I love you, write fettcrs, solve the riddfe that you are and 
also synthesize you. 

I see Chaitr« moving from your locks, pushing: the crowd. 

It descends from your eyes and pushes 

the crowd and mounts the jeep of non-violence.” 

She said. “you are naughty; very clever, very frivolous: 

vou know how to talk well. ! 

In your love I forget cody my virtue, my politics. 

my Economics as also my role in women’s Hib.” 


[ “Kapota Kapoti”’, Sanu-lra Snare 
Translation : Santosh K. Khuntia ! 
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THE MOON IN AUTUMN 


The autumnal moon climbs the sky tonight 

With slow steps, on the ladder of small, little clouds. 
Chakrabaka may be weeping at this hour. 

Labanyavati’s sluinber may be melting now 

on her flower-bedecked bed. 

The forest of casuarinas gets silhoutted at this hor 
against the sky, and the life of the night 

quictly decays and decays around me here. in the is room 
with its salt-eatcn bricks, cement and wood. 


Because the Chakrabaka weeps in the sea at moonrise 

many a time have I seen waves of IK asa flowers on the beach 
I’ve roamed about on these sands picking brolten shells 

and searched for mconshine even when it is day. 


The autumnal moon showly climbs the sky tcnight. 

Chahrabeaka may still be sobbing. 

I try to draw her sketch, with the fading ink of this mocn 

The wind swceps away worn-out leaves and scraps of paper 
under the loosened darkness. 

Often have 1 turned all on sudden to hear her cries 


and heard from her busy. agitated lips news of rumcurs or 
her husband, | 


the pinch and pain, of Time or Love under my flesh and 
bones. 

If the autumnal moon opens her lips tonight 

I will move on my cycle slowly in the shadows of buildings, 

I will leave the road proper, and move, without bell, in 
‘Jancs and by-lancs. 

Maybe her lips would have this Junar deliciousness. 

Maybe they would bear the song of loss, compressed and still. 
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1 will spcak into her cars: come in this moonlit night, 

Yeu and I alone, with this sky, this river, these pale sands, 
you and I alone will read Bhanja, Radhanath and Mansing 
and will fade away leaving no trace 

leaving your husband and all those bloody remours. 


Beneath the sky dies the Chakrabaka, 
weeping and weeping without end. 

Sea-waves scatter rows of Kashatandi flowers 
here and there on the sands of the sea. 

Rows of teeth are seen from inside her lips. 


When#he autumna! moon dies tonight in a blind alley, 
The moon roams here and therc on the sands of the sea. 
The sky is full of clouds, and the moon is lost 

or dies in their midst, without a dispute. 

Whose dream or consciousness is mingled 

in the sands of the sea ? 


Let the moonlit night slowly decay tonight 
and you go to sleep withdrawing your hands and legs 
and burying your face in the pillow. 
Let your restless mind find a resting place 
and fade of itself without a stir. 
There is no agony in this moon nor any secrets of the earth 
Let all endeavours and agonies be buried in this sand. 
When the waves throw out Kashatand;s flowers today, 
Dream-anxious and path-forgotton this agitated mind of 
yours 
joins the torn papers of a letter in the silent sandy expanse 
and puts together the broken memories and searches for 
meanings 
—of which sleepy earth or which secret skies are they ? 


[‘Sharat Riture Janha”’, Samudra Snana 


Translation : Akshyaya Kumar Mishra 
and 
Saubhagyabanta Maharana} 
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THE CHAMPAK FLOWER 


Ensnared by the aroma of the Champak flower 

Sea waves had forgot their way and crossed the shore 

A full river’s breasts had gone dry and stones had melted 

A Yogi had given up spirits in burning ghats 

and got ready for copulation with a menstruating girl. 

With a champak in hand the magician conjured once. 

The stone became a prince,bones gem-begetting flowers, 

A flower from a princess’s lock slipped and swam the streams 
and crores of men were measured with a flower. 


The champak aroma contains magic mysterious 

Blood, breasts and sighs ari all afire, and lightning flashes 
between body and body, and spreads like wild fire, 
dismembering and burning all, and flesh blossoms 

into flowers and the mind sleeps in the arms of sensations. 


[ “Champaphula”’, Nutan Kavita 
Translation : Prafulla Jagadeb ] 


THE FOUNTAIN OF GOLD 


The fountain of gold streamed down the cemented floor. 
with a smite, the sunshine still sat on the silent street, 
there were also men, and on my body 

there was the palsy-striken cadence of Pausa. 


The stars are lost, the moon is lost, in the fog of Pausa, 
Dust pushes, Time also pushes and moves the fallen leaves 
And slowly, very slowly, a year slips off from life. 

I was fast asleep, my body was tired; 

My mind was tired, too. 


The first balm of sleep was on my eye-lids, 
and also on the patches of my shirt, 
My body had dreams and there was music in my life. 
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Now if t5“e moon rises in the sky all on a sudden 
Now if drops of stars fall with the fog 
Now if only I cnn feel on my body 

the secret touch of the southern wind! 


' 


Stars are lost, the moon is lost in the fog of Pausa 
The fountain of gold streams down with a smile 
on the cemented floor, and beneath her eye-lids 
gleams the shadow of my face. 


I have looked into her eyes bereft of twinkle and speech 
The flowers which squeeze their petals to colour her lips— 
I think, I shall go to them.in quest of life, 

Her feet have rhythm, her eyes dazzling stars 

In her body are so many moon beam and starry lights ' 
And on her locks gleam all dreams of a new moon night 

In her my hopes stay-secret and free from shape. 


The lock of the fountain swings, the waves of her sari play 
when the light fades from my eyes in the tog of Pau:a 

I move like an aging passerby on the banks of the fountain 
and search for water, dreams and the light of my lamp. 


The fountain of gold trickles down the cemented floor 
with an irresistible fall in the Pausa fog, 
and the leaves of my days fall too ; 
1 have loved her with all the capital of my life’s futilities, 
burning my dilapidated remains 
burning them in the faint twilight of Pausa. 
{ “Sunar Jharana”, Samudra Snana 
Translation : Gadadhar Mishra J 


¥ 


HAREKRISHNA DAS (ONE) 


This earth revolves in the darkness of the sky, 
properly balanced with stars and planets, 
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Harekrishna Das, too, maintains balance at Cuttack 
Sex and reproduction with regularity move 


Nothing ever perishes in this earth of ours, 
Mosquitoes, flies, insects, humans, crows or bats 
Sleeplessness at nights, sweat and heat at noons 
nothing ever gets uprooted fully from this country '! 


Politics is discussed, as also poems and plays 
Harekrishna Das reads newspapers everyday, 

Films are changed regularly in the talkies 
Collectorates, schools and colleges get regular holidays. 


Order, harmony, balance—everything is all right; 
Harekrishna Das wonders, at times; 

at the rush in buying and selling in Choudhury Bazar, 
whose unity transacts the business herc ! 


The movement of clouds and stars, trains and buses, 

Flying of mosquitoes and flies day and night, 

Half-holidays on Saturdays, matinee shows on Sundays, 
Under these rules operates the need of gu pchups and sweets. 
This world moves on all right—as also Time, 

‘Today’s heroine acts a mother’s role in tomorrows films, 
Stars of the sky can never be counted, 

This astonished world falis speechless 

in the overwhelmed sunset. 

Naraj and Kathajori fade in the sky at sunset, 

One by one light up the stars and the lights of shops, 

The selling of tickets and pamhplets, Marxism and Gandhism, 
generate much excitement as also women & labour-troubles. 


Harekrishna Das sits at the window and dreams, 
The girl from the neighbouring house takes her daily walk 
Everyday this earth crosses the vast open of the sky 


and runs toward which distant darkness, | 
| known or unknown ? 


[ ‘‘Harekrishna Das (Eka)”, Samudrasnana 
Translation : Sridhar Maharana & Prabhat Mishra } 
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PICNIC 


here tides come burying the grass and shrubs 
| of the river’s mouth, 
where foams come floating by accident, 
upturning the crocodile’s back, 
where the wind moves searching for snakes’ holes 
under the grass, 


where grey is the colour of all sand: hawks, crabs and foxes, 
there this night’s moon would be settings 
speechless and still, 


Sometimes with romantic minds we gossip on 
and plan to go there: leaving literature and politics, 
with tin milk, tea and stoves 


with plenty of cigarettes and match-boxes 
with cameras and gramophones 
and with paramours; if available. 


The moon finally becomes lustreless 


anid we gaze at the moat around the lonely Barabati fort. 


Sometimes we fall! silent or we talk 

with our hands in pockets or on the table, 

we also write or type out letters and sing; 

sometimes we also dream and discuss Marx or Gandhi 
And the tide perhaps comes burying the grass and shrubs 


of the river’s mouth, 
and then, all on a sudden, our lips fall silent. 


We have finished saying our condolences; 


our morning and evening prayers 
we have finished our struggles for birth, death and dreams, 
we have experienced all pains of death, body, soul and life 
we have completed the worship of Nirvana,Ravana & Radha. 
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Wherceto comes the tide 

burying the grassy shrubs of the river’s mouth ? 
Whereat dances in foam 

Life’s rainbow and Death?’s primitive call ? 
Whereto goes the wind 

under the marine grass 

in quest of this ancient earth’s life ? 

And whereat does the grey sand 

preserve the memories 

and the address of the setting moon ? 


[ “Picnic”, Samudra Snaana 
Translation ; Sudhansu R. Das } 


THE DOVES OF MY EYES 


The doves of my eyes strike against 

the steel of the sky 

and repulsed, return to earth 

where, each day you wait alone 

to discover the many meanings of life and death. 


When the waves, with their little palms, 
touch*t he body of the motionless sands: 
running through the grey heat of noons 

I seek ancestral memories in your flesh, 


You whisper the secrets of leaf and grass, 

of cliffs and woods, and moss and shell; 

in forlorn nights through the tatter of clouds 
the myths of moon sailing to its death. 


As you retrieve the ruined body of April 
drifting helplessly in the whirlpools of sand, 
it seems you love me and want me to come, 
but where is your soul ? and where my body ? 
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And when the doves of my eyes return, 
ripping the sky’s wrongs, it is time’s river 
that flows through the weariness of your flesh 
and carries my dreams along. 


Leaves fall unheard, in the quiet noon 
and the sun respires in silence, i 
the pine forest pales like smoke in the sky. 
And I do not remember when, the doves of my eyes 
flew into Ujjain or Cuttack, pursuing you! 
[ ““Aakhira Kapota Mor”, Nutan Kavitad 


Translation : Jayanta Mahapatra J 


THE HOLIDAY SUNSHINE 


A basketful of winnowed paddy chaff 

canopies the sky, the yellow mustard-fields 

the sunshine of the Pipul tree, the lonely date-palms. 
And this noon is yellow, with the soft sky 

the red lilies, the solitary grass-bushes and sand-banks, 
the lonely water of brooklets, the lonely blue mosses. 


Let my exhaustion be washed away in lonely, soft sunshine 
the sunshine of the Rallus’s call, the red, red banyan fruits, 
the cane-nuts and date-palims, 

thewhite sunshine of sand-banks and craggy shores. 

Let my body be washed by sunshine 

soft as grass and lids of the eye. 


Heaps of winnowed paddy chaff canopies the sky... 
Glass and glittering laced paper cover the sky. 

The sunshine of paper and glittering laces falls 

on the steps of shops... 

Between you and me are placed 

tea, coffee, and glass tumblers, 
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Small, small spoons of apprehensions and regrets 
life’s exhaustions and pathetic wounds. 


If the exhaustion of your mind is washed off 

by the soft sunshine on the table 

by the sunshine of yellow tea, coffee, sherbet stalls... 
through our walks, Puja holidays, summer vacations, 
countable Sundays and afternoon exhaustions, 

You and I might, on the ancient horizon of this earth, 
recognize the ways of the ancient sunshine 

and get back our own direction and way. 

the clouds of soft sunshine... 

the soft sunshine of paddy fields... 

on the soft body of small, yellow moments of life. 
Beyond the railway bridge of this town, therefore, 

the holiday sunshine invites you, IN 

the sunshine of withered leaves and sand-banks... 

the solitary sand-bank, the village-school, 

the cycle-bell of the post-peon, the lonely washerman’s ghat 
silent is your village, as also mine 

in this sad, lustreless sunshine... 


the yellow noon; the sunshine of frog’s lettuce and moss, 
the solitary herons, grass and soft sky. 
The winnowed paddy chaff flew beyond the sky. 


| “Chhutira Kharaa”’, Samudra Snaana 


Translation : Satyananda Swain J] 


TWO SONNETS 


‘The skies of Asadh are cloudless: earth’s body has no grass, 
laughter’s pollen does not ring the petals of your lips, 
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there is no dream of distant sen inside the shells 

no make and break of life in the swift drifts of time, 

Over the deserted sands of your body no breeze blows, 
where, ah where ! are the dark clouds of the rains ? 

wiping the sunlight and heat over my body’s fields 

the waters of your flood have not swept in Cill now. 

If in the Asadh skies clouds come, and comes the rains, 
and fertility returns again to the body of the earth, 

If in men’s fields the crops of smile start to ripen, 

and once again are love’s absence and loss of time’s pain... 
On this ancient earth if man’s body could gain resurrection, 
only if you do love me, it today you would love me ! 


Today if you can’t bear this garment 

of my mind’s flesh and skin, 

today if earth’s numbed body 

covers herself and falls asleep, 

if the wan moon and the starlight 

are in time”’s being and unbeing, 

Then let your armour drops the long hair and eyebrows, 
let your frame of bone turn white in time and moonlight, 
let my body’s well-being, the garment of flesh and blood 
drop on to the uncared and abandoned body of yours. 
As I seek earth’s body for word of your mind, 

I come to stand on yours body’s shores, 

and to seek you in my blood and: my body’s boundaries, 
But where was your soul ? and where 


was the body of your mind ? 

As I love you in this body infinite, 

the soul the thirst of my mind, 

for ever seeks your body in this body of mine 
these hopes, those failures all. 


a 
[“Duiti Sonnet,’, Samudra Snaana 


Translation : Jayanta Mahapatra ] 
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THE GREAT HUNTER 


The rain is cruel, pitiless 

Breeding rangansi over the heaps of filth 

Under fhe wall and fence, shaking the marrow in the bones 
Pullmg the roots from the earth, 

It rains and rains shaking the dying soul, 

‘On the roots of the leafless tree it rains and rains 

The unending rains, 

‘Once under the tin~-roof of the sky 

When everything was still and senseless 

And there was no excitement. 


There was no endeavour in the bones and the veins 

And there was no conflict, nor disgust of hope 

And no attachment, | 

Sometimes in fire or under the saliva drops of a 
hungry and, panting dog, 

There was a flicker of life. 

All was well and right 

And that day the rains came in waves of scattered and 
chaotic clouds. 

Hands in pockets, being moved ‘and surprised, 

And standing on the bank of the Mahanadi 

J watched with wonder the tearful birth of rain. 

Inside the cosy mess room that day. with rains outside 

Bridge was played with full spirit 

With Ace, King, Spade and Heart and Cups of tea and 
cigarettes | 

“That day the heavy showers were let iloose in plaits. 

1 remember it was .one and a half years back | 

That 1 fell in’ love with you. 

1 used to whisper :.let everything pour down like rain 

Let rain pour from your plait. 

What is this darkness that .peryades devouring the contoyprs 

My limited world loses. its diréction Joses its up and down 
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Pressing my tired body the sands spread 
Sands and darkness spread. 
When feet arc trapp21 by sea urchins 
Heaps uf sand and cinder encircle my body 
With futile suicide and meaningless waste’ 
Under the bodhi tree or the gallows like branchis of the 
banyon { = 
Hunger and thirst have not’ yet stibsided, reducéd, ° 
Nor died down, - 


4 


tix 


. Appetite has not faded away in the lonely Cuttack sticet, 


( F 
So today with a short and unmoving present I 


Crossing streets after streets dnd walking ovér the sands 

I am on the quest of stars, moonlit night, 

And the'whisper of air and” 

Beyond the tunnel of layers’ and layers’ of charcoal and 

darkness 

Icecream, lemonade and thé serenity of the streams. 

Oh Akrura ! Oh Uddhaba © my friend, ‘the companion of 
my life 

Please stay and stand a while, | 

The Burdén on my back is like that of yours, 

When feet are trapped in darkenss by sea- -urchins 

Heart chokes, bones crack with growing thirst, 

One and a half years ago, I rememher, 

1 fell in love, when either Venus or Saturn was in the fifth 
position 

Jupiter in the ninth and who knows 

What were the positions of Ral and the Moon in the 
zodiac ? 

Jf the comet comes 

And the moon suddenly turns red in the sky 

Khadiratna, the oracle for seven generations, told 

Whoever comes from the West 

Woman or half woman or a crippled and deformed man 

Whose left limbs are paralysed ~ 

And whose colour would be slightly tawny 
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You should never dwell or fast with him 
For you would lose your eyes or limbs or age. 


1 fell in love 

Amid clouds and the pale moon 

And the soft waves touching the river island. 

"That night when you and 1 returned home 

Waves were resting calmly on your disturbed plait, 

Under your eyes the dew drops of the night were frozen 
into ice, 

1 said you love me, do you dove me, do you, really, love me, 

1 felt in my ears the throbs of my flesh and bones, 

1 discovered my left limbs going paralytic, my colour 
going slightly tawny. 


Ashes and cinder mix on the face of the city, 

When the fog of the night gropes its way 

Through the streets and the loans 

When the opium-trance of the night creeps - ର spreads 


over, 
And descends from the sky:in contracted wings, 

I thought so much flesh, so many people, so many 

Black and white, small and big 

Sum of so many hands and legs, 

Wherefrom they came searching for the water of the stream 
Either from the pages of<history or from somebody?’s desires 
So much past and present. raceless, formless, 

This awful swarm of locusts. 


When lungs gasp on the concrete floor of the dusty road 
Eyes strike at the railway post office 

When throats drys up 

And souls go for a walk by the riverside 

Hiring a rickshaw or a cab. 

One daes not know whether all these are true or false, 
Present or past ? 
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Now on this road, under the bridge, under the tree 

On the canal water 

So many faces mirror, noseless, earless, all deformed 

Under the cold eye-balls all vain, unsaid anguish is worught- 
Under the tie, coat, trouser or under Gandhi cap, 

Or a silk saree there are only the futile 

And suppressed screams of insects, 

Parking his car, Smarta Das, the engineer, stands 

Here is form and again on form— 

Pratima Nayak smiles,— 

Her body carries the distortion of the black saree, 
Cosmetics‘and pimples. 

Smarta Das stands while Minati Nayak approaches 
Offering salutations with her red blotted lips—. 

Strewing jasmines she comes with a sudden self-recognition. 
Over the city inexhaustible grey clouds float 

Pratima, Minati and Meera are smeared against the grey sky- 
Pimples, chocolates and the red prints leave behind stains, 
Smarta Das parks ‘his car and stands 

He listens attentively to ( He listens attentively to } 

The sound of the decay of time— 

The drip drop of the mortal trials. 


[ “Kala Purusha”’ ( Section 1), Samudra Snana 
Translation : Chittaranjan Misra J] 


WHICH GRASS ? WHICH SAND-BANK ? 


Which river ? Which forest ? 

The body of which distant horizon ? 
The current of the upcoming tides 
of which delta ? 

Which grass ? Which sand bank ? 
The waves of unearthly sleep 

In which hours of the night ? 

The dew of which starry night ? 
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Crossing the fear of my death 

return the sunshine and the lily 

of which distant horizon ? 

Under which faint lips 

lie the white woolen body 

and the bruise of Palasa buds? 

and the waves of the sea 

and the pathetic sky 

in the fragrance of Champak flower! 


If death comes once again 
in this love 
and the star of my eyes 
is de-orbited 
on the sad boundary of this earth, 
maybe its last dew-drop 
will be soaked silently 
and waves of upcoming sleep 
will be given 
by bosoms like white wool, and.... 
which river ? which flower ? 
Upcoming tear-waves 
in which river’s mouth ? 
Vernal and pained skies 
of which decayed horizon ? 
{“Keuoon Ghaasha Keuoon Balichara” : Samudra Snaana} 
Translation : Gayatree Das} 


THUS SAYS AKRURA 


The evening brings no hope 

‘The road seems unending. 

And the shadow of the evening sits heavily 
On the pale eyelids of the tired traveller. 


Dust and uneven road 
The day’s fatigue and the Sun’s heat 
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The sound of the horse’s hoofs and foam 
In the horse’s mouth ; 

Weariness in the joints, bones and skin; 
And the road, bringing no hope, 

And ennui in flesh, blood and nerves. 


“Tf you deliver me from my body’s duality 

And from the grey perpetual journey of Time and 
Time’s conflict 

If I am saved because I am your charioteer, 

And because 1 am under the protection of your hand’s 
conch and wheel, 

If my body thirsts for your blessing, 

And 1 roll through sin, temptation, birth and death, 

So my God 

Let our journey be blessed \ 

Let our journey be blessed and full !” 


The evening brought no hope, only exhaustion 
And the reins became lJoose in his hands, 

And like the wearied silent cry of his soul 

The winds suddenly stopped, 

And as his chariot turned the road, suddenly 
There was the river Jamuna, like the evening sky, 
And the garden of Malati flowers, the crowd in 
Gopa market, and lights in the shops. 


“Ts it the journey’s end, the end of all my woes ? 

Is there no more than endless horizon before my pallid 
eyes ? 

My soul’s agony, the hunger and thirst of my body 

Is it the end ? 

My God deliver me! 

Let the journey be blessed! 

Let this be the last jounrey. 

Deliver me from my body. 
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From the woes and duality of my body and soul, 
-Deliver me from the shores of your mercy, 
‘Sympathy, love and cruelty.” 
[(“Akrura Ubaacha”, Samudrasnaanh 
Translation : J. M. Mohanty } 


A POEM FOR BABA 


This winter’s fog 

is like your grandma 

like the grey gruel of her eyes 

The jute-hair on her head; 

the blurred skies of ker looks 

‘are the white patches of winter on the hills 
with the tortured memory of dead words. 


And she comes just as before 
wrapped ina white-shawl 

bending on a stick 

and behind her 

‘countless rivers, waves, ct:rremnts 
endless roads, thirsts and tired faces. 
“Beneath her white shaw! 

all the dried-up milk 

all those endless warm times 

‘now grown cold. 


"The starsof your eyes 

snatch away from my eyes 

‘zo many toys, their broken hands, legs, wheels 
‘springs, pipes and numerous colours. 

‘Someday my eyes too had done that 

‘from your ‘grandma’s -eyes 

many stories, many songs 

many kites and balloons beyond the skies 

many tears, nightmares and the faces of old witches. 


The sky of your eyes 
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is like my mother’s 
dark waves, dark clouds and the blue butterflies of 
your eyes 


Let them drink the honey of sunshine, clouds and the 
spring. 
and go across the school lessons, hockey and football 


falling in love and writing love-]etters 

all the decay and loss, diseases and wants; 

let the sky of your eyes go beyond boundless space 
endless Time and the inexorable motion of Death 
just as my mother’s eyes. 


This winter’s fog climbs the step of the hill 

bent and resting on the stick 

and beneath its white shawl 

how many trees, thorns, wild flowers 

the fangs of man -eating tigers 

the wings of doves, the songs of crickets 

the shadow of bats’ wings and the sparkling stars. 
like the broken splinters of her house | 


This winter’s fog will climb 

the steep of the hills and go beyond 

the sky of your eyes 

across the clouds of my eyes to your grandma 
across the endless Time extending 

to the horizons, to the seas and births 
slipping from the star of your eyes. 


And this winter’s fog only my mother’s 
your grandma’s ancient skin | 
the endless skies of her white shawl; 
and so today I die in the star of your eyes 
in the unending cycle of the rise and dissolution 
of my many births and deaths. 
[ “Baba Pain Gotie Kabita” : Prajna, Jan. 1975 } 
[Translation : Sitakant Mahapatral 
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GLOSSARY AND NOTES 


( Pr epared by Sandhya Pattanaik, Head-Mistress, 


Page 
2 


Text- Book Press Colony School, Bhubaneswar ) 


: Sochi Babu—Sochi Rautray, the pioneering Oriya poet 


now living in Cuttack, has also written a poem called 
‘Alaka Sanyal? included in his collection Pandulipi. 


Nuakhali—A place in Bengal ravaged by communal riots. 


Nargis—A famous heroine, now dead, uf the Hindi films 
of 1950s and 1960s. 

Netaji—the famous leader Subas Chandra Bose who 
was born in Orissa :and formed the 1. N. A against the 
British Raj. 


: Radhanath Ray—A famous Oriya poct of the early 


20th century, who composed many narrative poems of 


‘love, sometimes importing them from other literatures. 


Sochi Rautray—The reference here is to the early 
romantic lyrics of love and village: life of Sochi Rautray 
who in his. later phase pioneered the modern movement 
in Post-Independence Oriya poetry. 


: Chaitre—a month in Oriya traditional calendar span- 


ning, approximately, the second-half of March and the 
first-half of April. 


Gudakhu—a kind of deep brown paste made of tobacco 
and molasses, with which some people brush their teeth. 


Hyder—Name of a famous manufacturer of a bidi. 
Bidi—a cigarette-Hike thing made from ‘Kendu’ leaf. 
Dhupa and Hemapuspa : two famous collections of love 
poems in Oriya by the celebrated poet Mayadhar Man- 
sinha ( 1905—1973 ). Strictly speaking, Hemashashya;, 
not Hemapushta, is the title of Mansinha’s lyrics. 
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© Chakrabaka—a kind of bird frequenting riversides at 


night and giving out shrill cries. 

Bhanja—Upendra Bhanja (1688—1751), the noted Oriya 
poet famous for his love—narratives like Labanyabati, 
Prema Sudhanidhi, and Kott Bramhanda Sundari. 


: The Champak Flower—A small flower, light yellow in 


colour, with a captivating aroma. 

Pausa—the name of a. month in the Oriya calendar 
spanning appcosimately ‘the second half of December 
and the first half of January. 


: Choudhury Bazar—a very busy shopping-centre in 
‘Cutteck.. 


Gupchup : a tasteful declicacy made from flour and 
powdered rice, and eaten with tamarind water. 

Naraj and Kathajori—Naraj is a small dam in river 
Kathajori which also flows on the southern side of 


Cuttack. | 
: Nirvana © the Buddhist doctrine, of Complete release’ 


from the cycle of births, the highest aim, of .the indi- 
vidual soul. 


: Ujjain—the famous city in ancient India where Vikra- 


maditya had 'his Capital. 


: Asadh—a month in Oriya traditional calendar, spanning 


the second half of July and the first half of August. 


: Akrura—the minister of Kansa. sent to bring Srikrishna 


from Gopapur to Mathura, although he himself was a 
great devotee of Srikrishna in Bhagabat (Canto X) 
Uddhava—a great devotee of Srikrishna found in the 
Srimad Bhagabai of Jagannath Das. 


: Pratima Nayak—the celebrated heroine of Sochi Raut- 


ray’s poem of the same name. 


: Jamuna—the famous river, the scene of Srikrishna’s 


activities. 
Malati © a very small white flower with aroma, bloom- 
ing on a creeper. oe 
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Affectionately kiwn as ‘Major GB” in Cresa’s literary 
circles Guru Prasad Mohanty (b. 1924) has the tinique 
distinction of being a major forcs by publishing less tha 
thirty poems in two volumes, Nutar Kavita (1953) and 
SamudraSnana (1970). This volume hes rvet cutitled 
Alaka Sanyal snd Oth Povirs Gfter his poem “Aloka 
Sanval™ in whielt lie charzeteristicallv reacts, in a tone 
of amused irony, atainsc the carly romanticism of even 
such a poet 1s Sochi RautRoy, for GuruPrasad stands for 
the deepenini of the inodern sensiMiity in Post-Indspen- 
dence Oriys poetry. and explores Elioc-like tn torm and 
method, the ‘hearroc’ and the ‘slory’ of the post-war Orissan 
miliew Retiring from Orissa Educational Services 
GuruPriasad now dives in Bhubaneswar, and is busy 
‘giving final shape to some of his "half-baked poems 
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